"WHY   FEAR   DEATH?"

"You and I," he would continue, "have seen our
period out. What comes next on the American stage?
Cheap prices, I suppose. Best seats everywhere for a
dollar, or even fifty cents; with musical shows alone
excepted. Authors' royalties cut to ribbons; actors'
salaries pared to nothing. Popular drama, bloody,
murderous, ousting drawing-room comedy. Crook
plays, shop-girl plays, slangy American farces, nude
women invading the auditorium as in Paris."

"And then?" asked Potter.

"Chaos," said he. "Fortunately you and I won't
live to see it. Turn on the phonograph and let 'Alex-
ander's Rag-time Band5 cheer us up."

He got well enough to walk around with a stick, and
with movement came a return of the old enthusiasm.
A man of less indomitable will would have succumbed
and become a permanent invalid. Not so with Froh-
man. He even got humor out of his misfortune, be-
cause he called his cane his "wife." He became a
familiar sight on that part of Broadway between the
Knickerbocker Hotel and the Empire Theater as he
walked to and fro. It was about all the walking he
could do.

He kept on producing plays, and despite the physical
hardships under which he labored he attended and con-
ducted rehearsals. With the pain settling in him more
and more, he believed himself incurable. Yet less than
four people knew that he felt that the old titanic power
was gone, never to return.

The great war, on whose stupendous altar he was to
be an innocent victim, affected him strangely. The hor-
ror, the tragedy, the wantonness of it all touched him
mightily. Indeed, it seemed to be an obsession with Mm,

381r's final call.
